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Summary: The Dumping Ground go to a hotel for a holiday, but it is 
the spookiest, oddest place they have ever been to. Before they know 
it, something has changed. And if they don't fix it, they will be 
lost , forever . . . 


1 . Chapter 1 
**December 2007** 

Charlie sat by the window, frost gathering at the bottom. 

In his thirteen years, he had never been able to understand why he'd 
been abandoned. 

His parents left him in care when he was eight. Because they 
'couldn't stand him any more'. Because of cerebral palsy. Now, he was 
in a rubbish dump in Yorkshire. 

The staff had gone out. Drinking. They'd left in the late afternoon 
of Christmas Eve and now, on Christmas Day, it was terrible. 

The home was one of the worst in the western world. The eleven 
children had been left alone. They usually were, but this was a 
nightmare . 

The carpet was almost invisible, behind McDonald's boxes, 
f ish-and-chip wrappers and beer cans. The wallpaper had been torn 
down in every room. There was graffiti everywhere. The springs torn 
out of sofas and cushions ripped up by bored youngsters. 

Doors knocked down and no-one bothered to screw them on properly 
again. Mud trampled all across a carpet, ruining it the day it was 
brought. An upturned shopping trolley in the garden. 

Worst part was that they were at least a quarter of a mile out in the 
country. No-one around to help. 



Pets roamed the house. Three cats, a dog and a budgie. Charlie liked 
the dog. Flick. Someone who didn't care what he was like. 


He was easy pickings. With the five little kids, between four and 
nine, he was the slave when the staff were out. 

The big teens made everyone cook. He despised them and the 
ten-year-old who had hard boots with spikes in. Sebastian and Lindsay 
and Pancras and Walker. 

Sebastian and Lindsay were thirteen-year-old twins a€" Lindsay 
repeated everything Sebastian said and they both drew on walls and 
threw darts. Sometimes at the wall, sometimes at kids. They also 
shaved one of the cats once. 

Pancras punched anyone who made fun of his name. He said it came from 
a fourth-century saint, but Pancras was no saint. He was fourteen 
with a pierced ear and the same camouflage shorts in all 
weathers . 

Walker was a skinny fifteen-year-old with a dripping nose and spent 
his time foraging through bins after midnight. But he stayed in his 
room all day. 

The ten-year-old, Erin, was a snappy little girl. She knew all about 
alcohol, since her parents were drunk. But she never touched 
it . 

Instead, she lined the children up and yelled. 

The four little children were always scared. 

Grace and Garret and Jennifer and Freddy and Elinor. All small and 
sobbing and silent. They never answered back. They were too 
scared . 

Not that they didn't have their bad points. Garret shoplifted and 
Jennifer dug holes in the garden. But they were all victims of the 
older children. 

Now, Erin was yelling. "Get your behinds out of here! This food is 
terrible ! " 

The 'food' was a couple of ready-meals that came from silver foil 
squares out of the fridge. For five people. As Charlie looked up 
reluctantly, he noticed Sebastian and Lindsay were sneering. 

Then Erin snapped her fingers. Elinor stood forward. 

"Get us something from next door, will you?" 

The small house a five-minute bike ride away. 

But Elinor sighed, walking out without a word, as Charlie followed 
her on his bicycle. 

When they returned, with a few packets of sweets and bars of 
chocolate, the older children simply grabbed it out of their 
hands . 



"Thank you." Lindsay said with a mock smile, as they went upstairs to 
the night shift bedroom. 

Twelve hours later, as Charlie went to the toilet, he still heard 
them watching horror movies. He saw wrappers and boxes all over the 
floor . 

As he went back into the room he shared with Garrett and Walker, 
Charlie sighed, pulling the blanket over him. The mattress smelt of 
urine again. So did almost everyone's. 

The heating had been turned off, so he heard Garret sneezing, even 
though he wore his dressing gown under his bed. 

Charlie didn't see how life could get worse. 

Next day, the staff returned, apparently sober. The head care worker 
smiled, pushing her glasses up onto her dark, curly head. 

"Sorry," she said, as if she'd simply burnt their dinner instead of 
leaving them for thirty-six hours without any heating and hardly any 
food, "I got presents." 

She dumped them on the kitchen table. 

A coupon for ten percent off hairdressing. Towels. A few six-packs of 
cola. Coffee sachets. A video. A tin of cat food. Ranch dressing. And 
a single lampshade. 

Charlie sighed. Nobody cared about him at all. Why should he even 
complain when no-one listened and this was his life? 

He was less impressed when the staff had organized a cheap holiday 
for them in the week after Christmas, down south in Cornwall. 

When Charlie got out, he eyed the white building, tall and majestic, 
with a brilliant view of the dark waves behind them. 

Some time later, when he was in his room and ignoring Sebastian and 
Pancras and Walker throwing drinks at the wall and poking him and 
stealing all the soap and the contents of the mini fridge, they went 
down for dinner. 

The next thing Charlie knew, he saw white light and, as he floated 
upwards, the light began to encompass him, hold him close and warm, 
pulling him up. 

** 2016 ** 


Mike glanced at the website. It seemed this hotel was offering a good 
value. He hoped the children would be happy that he'd chosen a good 
place for a summer break. 

**A/N: I know this was a bit out of the blue, but I'm thinking 
putting up a couple of chapters as a teaser, then some in July 
(though hopefully before then) , because I am swamped at 
work . * * 


**Most of the first two-thirds of this chapter were from another 



story I was doing, but found it too awkward. And thanks to for 
letting me borrow elements for my story.** 


2 . Chapter 2 
Hotel 

The visit was planned to last a week. A hotel in Cornwall was eager 
to offer a place for thirteen children, two adults and a dog for a 
week . 

Mike could hardly believe his eyes when he read the acceptance email. 
It said that it was closed for refurbishment, but the rest of the 
hotel was available. It wasn't five-star, but it was more than happy 
to provide the facilities. Being advertised as a family hotel, it was 
of course saf ety-checked . 

Mike told the children, who immediately started jumping and whooping. 
But he put his hands up. 

"Before we go, I need to say that we are very privileged to have this 
opportunity. I hope you won't disappoint me." 

Tyler smirked. "Mike, do you really think we'd be rowdy?" 

Mike answered back, rigid, "Yes." 

The next day, everyone was ready and packed as they set off on a 
seven-hour drive down south. 

Sleepy, they arrived after three toilet breaks and sweet and 
magazine-buying, driving into the abandoned car park. 

The hotel, a tall, white one, had flags waving from a top floor. 
British, American, Canadian and German. A man came out, dressed in a 
black suit and tie, with matching shoes and a pair of black 
gloves . 

"Ah, Milligan," he strode forward, "welcome to Helvetti." 

May-Li grinned at him, before she asked, "Where will the children 
sleep? " 

"There are rooms available. Miss Wang. I trust that the children are 
all well-behaved?" he asked, as both nodded. The man then walked into 
the reception. Over the front entrance read the hotel name. 

"Villi Metsastys." Mo read, peering up. 

He turned round and looked around the room. The dark red carpet with 
white walls, pictures decorating the walls. The reception desk was 
neat and tidy, without even a pen holder. A woman stood behind the 
desk . 

She had short red hair, an inch above her shoulder. She smiled 
politely at the group. 

"Afternoon. I am Jane, your receptionist. You will be staying on the 
third floor, with a good view of the seaside. Tonight there will be a 



dinner, so be sure to dress in your best clothes." 

Her accent seemed odd. It sounded German, but not quite German. 

The young man in black came out and began carrying their 
bags . 

Kazima looked carefully at the man. He seemed to have tiny, red 
flecks in his brown eyes. His hair also seemed ridiculously red. 

Maybe it was dyed? Had to be, it was the same colour as a 
pillar-box . 

She asked, walking forward quickly so she was at the front of the 
group, "Excuse me, I never caught your name." 

"Pancras, " he answered, without looking at her, "I am a 
porter . " 

"You look a bit young to have a job." She looked him up and down, 
thinking. He barely looked older than her. He might have a suit and 
neatly brushed hair, but she could see he looked much younger than 
what he was pretending to be. 

He gazed at her, the tiny little red flecks dancing. "I am just 
fortunate to have a job." 

Then she decided to ask another question. "Is that your natural hair 
colour? " 

"It is." He answered, swiftly. As they approached their rooms, he 
stopped, unlocking them. As he did, he spoke to them. 

"There are four rooms available, two for girls, two for boys. The 
beds are already made up and dinner will be at seven-thirty. If there 
are any questions, you may ask me or the cleaners. They will be along 
in half an hour." 

He opened the doors and then, putting keys in the front pocket of his 
blazer, paced back to the stairs and down them. 

The two girls' rooms were shorted quickly. Kazima, Carmen, Tee and 
Sasha went in one, Jody, Toni, Billie and Floss went in the 
other . 

When the second room was set up and Jody was doing her best to ignore 
them, there a knock. A young woman entered. She wore a black maid 
uniform and had a black cap on. She had a deep-brownish bun and deep, 
grass-coloured eyes that seemed to pierce the soul. 

She spoke in a Welsh accent, "Please deposit all your clothes in the 
laundry basket at the end of the corridor." 

As she moved past, Jody wrinkled her nose. The girl smelt of wet 
cheese. The woman seemed to pat the beds down oddly, repeatedly doing 
the same things over and over. She also left by slamming the 
door . 

Toni spoke. "She's strange." 

"This whole place is strange." Jody told them. 



In the first boys' room, Tyler and Ryan watched as a young man in 
black started cleaning their beds and moving their things. As he 
pushed Tyler's iPod onto the floor, Tyler argued, "Hey!" 

He grabbed at the man, but the cleaner pulled up instantly, almost as 
tall as Tyler. 

Ryan squinted at the man, attempting to work out what he was doing. 
His face was expressionless. But his hair was even weirder a€" it was 
either dark brown or black, Ryan couldn't tell. His eyes were also 
deep brown and his skin oddly pale. He also wore green nail polish. 
Why did his supervisor even allow him to do that, Ryan wondered. 

The boy spoke with a Welsh accent . "I clean up, young man. If you do 
not like it, lodge a formal complaint." 

After that, he slammed the door and left. Tyler groaned. "Rude." 

But Ryan was sure something was up. Opening the door, he saw the 
young man stand next to an almost identical young woman. They nodded 
in unison, before walking down the stairs. 

Ryan followed them, at a distance. He saw them enter an old-fashioned 
dining room, with chairs and tables that would have been more at home 
in a movie about the 1940s. A woman sat at one of them with cream 
tea . 

She was very well-built, with her blond hair in a tight bun. She 
looked like an Eastern European gym teacher. Then she looked up, 
snapping, "Sebastian!" she literally snapped her fingers as the boy 
came up. 

"Yes, Ms Putnam?" he asked, in that sing-song voice. 

"I require more lemonade. Make sure it's sparkling this time, the 
last one was as flat as a cat that's been run over by a 
steamroller . " 

The boy took it and entered through two doors with circular 
windows . 

As Ryan walked carefully past the woman, who was smothering half a 
scone in thick cream, he looked in the kitchen. 

He noticed another young man, dressed as a cook, over a frying pan. 
The young man was blowing onto the stove, which made flames leap 
up . 

Surely, that wasn't possible? 

Ryan turned and looked out the window. He could see, in the small 
area overlooking the sea, five children. Three girls, two boys. All 
looked small and sad, wearing dark shaded colours. They walked around 
sadly and downwards the whole time. 

One girl was holding an old boom box, her fingers moving up and down 
like a conductor. A boy and a girl, probably no more than six, were 
reading together, cross-legged. 



Ryan walked back and then saw Jane as she pushed a trolley down the 
corridor . 


"How come you said you were refurbishing?" he asked. Jane turned her 
head, puzzled. 

"I can't imagine what you mean." 

"There are children outside." Ryan told her, but her brow furrowed 
and she pursed her lips. "There are no children here." She spoke, 
almost monotone. 

Then she pushed the trolley down the corridor, ignoring Ryan 
completely . 

But Ryan knew he was right . 

Mike was looking in the library. It had yellow walls, grand furniture 
and hard, old-fashioned sofas. May-Li was reading on a sofa, while he 
was searching through. 

Lots of classics here. _Dracula. Frankenstein. The Turn of the 
Screw. _ Several Lovecraft stories and an edition of _Jaws_. Most 
looked like they may have been first editions. 

Mike wondered how much these would cost. 

He saw someone sitting in one of the alcoves. On one of the red 
sofas, an old man was holding a book. 

As Mike moved closer, he could see the old man properly. Thick, white 
hair, a wrinkled face, with a large nose and claw-like hands. The man 
wore a black suit and a black cloak, peering through tiny spectacles 
with blue glass. 

He looked up and asked, "How may I help you?" his voice was so soft, 
well-spoken and comforting. 

Mike stammered, "I'm sorry, I just couldn't see this place..." 

The man smiled and slowly stood up, gripping a black walking stick 
with a purple hilt. "That's fine. I am Mr Sackville, the owner of 
this hotel . " 

He stood up straight now, nearly as tall as Mike. Mike was scared the 
man may fall over any minute. But he walked with hardly any support 
and in fact was much faster than Mike thought he would be. 

The man had approached May-Li and held a crooked hand out. May-Li did 
her best not to grimace at his long nails, but shook his hand all the 
same . 

"Alan Sackville," the man introduced himself, "I am the owner and 
manager of this establishment. I have owned this hotel since it was 
built . " 

Mike remembered something from the website. 

"I'm sorry, did you say since it was built?" he asked in 
disbelief . 



The man turned. 


"I did, sir. 


Mike carried on. "The website said the hotel was built in 1896." 

The man then said, "I meant my family owned it since a€" 1896. My 
family . " 

Then he walked out at an oddly fast pace. Mike looked at May-Li, an 
eyebrow raised. "Do you notice anything strange about him?" he 
asked . 

May-Li answered, "I see what you mean. He's... odd, I can say that. 

But maybe he just works too hard. At his age, that might have 
consequences . " 

She put the back of her hand by her nose. "Smelt like smoke." 

Alan had entered the main office, where Jane was sat spraying with 
her perfume bottle. 

"Oh don't that so much, you'll smell dreadful." He told her, waving a 
hand. Jane put her bottle down, as she asked, "Would you like Ocean 
Breeze? " 

He looked down at her. "If I want an ocean breeze, I open the 
windows . " 

Then he asked, "Is everything ready?" 

Jane looked over her sheet. "Glenn has set up the tables and Leah is 
preparing the dinner. Pip and Kendra are getting our robes ready and 
Marisa at the moment is getting the vials." 

"Excellent," he laughed, "I am pleased to have such... young 
blood ... after so many years. I trust the servants are 
ready? " 

"That's the thing," Jane began, "Erin caused a flood at the 
pool . " 

He frowned. "Well, can't you tell her not to?" 

Jane answered, "She never listens." 

He scoffed. "What the child needs is a slap. If I had the strength, 
I'd smack her hard." 

Then he groaned as the bell rang. "I need to get ready. Call Walker 
up to dress me, will you?" 


3 . Chapter 3 
Dinner 

At half-seven, the dining tables were set out. Seven tables, each one 
with a member of staff sitting there, with the chandelier above 
them. 



The children were all dressed smartly, although their smartest 
clothes were just the cleanest, except for Mo, who wore a suit and 
tie. They all went towards the tables, where they looked at a 
menu . 

The well-built woman was with Kazima and Finn, who were looking more 
uncomfortable by the minute. She was loud, stern and smelt of 
chlorine . 

She barked, "Well? Don't children today have any manners? Sit up 
straight! Elbows off the table!" 

Then she smiled and asked, "What would you like for 
starters ? " 

Kazima barely managed to say, "Err a€" cream of mushroom soup 
please . " 

The woman smiled and then told them, "I am Leah Putnam. As you can 
see, I am German. Strong, proud German." 

Einn asked, "Why do you smell like swimming pools?" Kazima made a 
face at him and was about to tell him off when to their surprise, the 
woman put back her head and laughed. 

"I am a gymnast, young man. Water is my life. I swim every day, 
except when there is a particular strong current." 

She then eyed them as if they were pudding, not children. "I am 
looking forward to spending time with you." 

The twins were looking anxiously at the woman with them, a thin, 
platinum blond with small, eerily light blue eyes. She had long, blue 
nails and the palest skin they'd seen. It was as if she hadn't 
stepped out in years . 

"I am Kendra," she said in a raspy, Swedish voice, "and I am the 
waitress at the hotel." She asked, "Would you care for a lemonade or 
a ginger beer?" 

The twins looked at each other before Toni asked, "Would about hot 
chocolate? " 

Kendra snarled. "Hot drinks are not my thing." Then she looked at a 
menu and slapped it down in her thin nails. 

"I'll take a gazpacho and an iced coffee." She said to no-one in 
particular. The twins shared the same thought. She was weird. 

Ryan, Tyler and Tee were with a thin man with mousy-coloured hair, 
with a green tie. He sniffled a little and sounded as if he had a 
cold . 

"I am Glenn Eitzroy. I am pleased to meet you." He told them, though 
he looked absolutely miserable. 

Tee asked, "Are you all right?" 


He nodded. "Yes, young lady. But I have severe problems. Ah, good, my 
favourite is on the menu. Vegetable pie. With a nice garden 



salad . " 


Tyler asked him, "Why is this place so ... strange? " 

Glenn looked up, his nose twitching, looking more rodent-like than 
ever. "Whatever do you mean?" 

"Well, I think the male cleaner had green hair." Tyler told 
him. 

Ryan took his chance . "One of the cooks seemed to make the flames go 
higher on a stove." 

Glenn smiled politely at them. "It's all to do with the quality of 
the work here." 

"That makes no sense, " Ryan answered, but Glenn smacked his hands 
together as a trolley came up, pushed by a small woman in hobnail 
boots . 

The three just chose three meals off the table without looking. Tee 
glanced at hers. It said mashed potatoes, but looked more like 
barbecue ribs . 

Ryan looked at the 'turkey' a€" hardly more than pepperoni . 

Over at the next table, Jody, Mo and Carmen were with a small, 
Portuguese woman. She had long, flat hair and a small face. However, 
her nose was quite large. She wore a long, black and dark blue dress 
with straps, not sleeves. She also wore flip-flops with tiny storm 
clouds . 

She murmured, "Marissa Carter. I am pleased to be with you. I am the 
head of cleaning staff." 

Carmen asked, "Why is this place so cold?" 

Marisa shrugged. "Not really." She sipped her wine glass. "Tropical 
Twister . " 

Floss, May-Li and Bailey were sat with Alan, who actually read pretty 
fast for a man his age. May-Li didn't want to think about what that 
was . 

Floss asked for her. "How old are you?" 

May-Li, shocked, opened her mouth to apologize, but Alan laughed and 
put his hand on top of Floss', partially frightening her. 

"Oh, I'm as old as you want to be, young lady." He then asked, 

"Smoked salmon?" 

Floss smiled, and she and Bailey put their hands forward, picking 
them up, starting to put them in their mouths. 

Alan told them, "Smoked them myself." 

They paused, before placing them back down on the plate. 

May-Li left to go to the toilet and Floss asked Alan, "What can 



children do for fun here?" 


Alan looked up from his dinner. "There ' s ... oh, I suppose there's a 
cinematograph somewhere on the second floor. All the latest, so I've 
heard . " 

The two smiled eagerly before Alan asked, "You do like _Casablanca_, 
don't you?" 

Their smiles faded. 

Floss asked, "What about books? Mike said there was a library." 

Alan held a finger up and laughed. "Ah, there is a substantial 
amount. You will certainly enjoy the cheerful novellas in store. Now 
tell me something; you're young, would you know how to operate a 
telephone without wires?" 

It was like talking to Mr. Burns. 

Harry and Sasha were with a young-looking man with long blond hair, 
tiny blue glasses, a faint moustache and yellow flares. He looked as 
if he'd stepped out of Mike's high school group photos. 

He went, "Hey, I'm Pip Knaggs, guys. See what I mean? I hope you have 
a groovy time here, cool cats, cos I'm chilling right now." 

Harry and Sasha raised eyebrows, then Sasha asked, "Why do you dress 
like that?" 

The man, who was lying back on the chair, one leg up on a foot-rest 
and one arm behind the chair, put his hands up in defence. "Don't all 
the hip people talk like that?" 

Harry and Sasha turned to look at each other, very confused. 

Mike had got up and was walking outside on a fenced terrace. Looking 
out over the sea, he felt oddly cold. 

He looked to the left and saw a children's canteen. Entering, he 

looked round at the booths. Some had children in. 

One of them came up to the serving area, right past him. She didn't 
even look at him. It was as if he wasn't there. 

As she moved past, though, he felt a chilly breeze rush past him and 

he shivered. The girl held up a hand towards the punch bowl and the 

ladle flew up to her hand. 

Mike's eyes widened, astonished. 

What had happened? 

Then a boy got up from another booth and came up. "Hey, Grace," he 
told her, "leave some for me." 

"You can." Grace told him, as he licked it from the bowl. Instantly, 
around the side there seemed to be horrible blotches, as if someone 
had thrown blood at it . 



Mike darted out, but when he did, he heard someone calling. 


"Wait." He turned to see a girl there, looking up, holding a 
boom-box . 

"Help us." She whispered, in a cold, tired voice. 

Mike walked slowly up and saw her weeping. She only looked eight 
years old and very thin, bags under her eyes and her clothes a 
greyish-black. It was as if she had stepped from an old photo. She 
looked so helpless that Mike felt compelled to lean down in front of 
her, protectively. 

"Is there anything I can do?" he asked. 

The girl murmured, "My name is Jennifer Padmore. I'm from Snowbush 
Children's Home." Then she walked inside. 

As Mike looked around, he saw the children were almost ghost-like, 
grim and moody, sitting around or unhappily walking. 

This was stranger than anything he'd seen. 

As he turned, he saw someone in the door. 

The children cried out. The tallest boy called, "Oh no, it's 
Erin! " 

Mike turned and saw they had all hurried behind him, holding each 
other. Mike looked back and saw the woman who ' d been serving dinner. 
Except, she wasn't a woman. She was only a girl, not much older than 
these children. 

She wore the black uniform, but also had bright blue hair. Much 
lighter than Elektra's, just below her armpits, smoothly cut. She had 
piercing pale blue eyes that looked at him in fury. 

"You should be in the dining room." She spoke in a cold, distant 
voice . 

Mike asked, "What's going on with these kids?" 

But the girl only moved closer. She snapped her fingers. 

"Ereddy, get some napkins. Elinor, get a mop. Be ready when I tell 
you . " 

The two scuttled off through the exit door, as the girl stared at 
Mike . 

"Trespassers will be prosecuted, Mr Milligan. And you trespassed into 
an area you should not have been in. Just be good and we can come to 
a satisfactory conclusion." 

It sounded so strange coming from a small child. A child that seemed 
much, much older. 

Then the pipes rumbled above him. They burst, soaking him as he moved 
out the way. Erin then shoved him into a walk-in freezer. The younger 
two children came back, as Erin told them, "Clean it up properly. The 



ritual will be at midnight. Wear your best clothes." 


At the reception area, Ryan was walking around. This place was 
completely nuts. 

As he listened, he saw the man he'd been eating with emerge from the 
office . 

"Ah, I need you for a minute." The man gestured with his index 
finger. As Ryan came up, Glenn asked, "I need everybody's names. I 
only have the surnames and initials. Could you help me?" 

For some reason, Ryan knew he shouldn't trust this man. He thought 
for a minute, before telling him. 

"Catalina, Tammy, Benjamin, " he started, thinking of names that 
sounded old, "Tom, Kirabo, Shelby..." 

Ryan scoured his brain for anything that sounded unusual, "Jacinta, 
Hadley, Manny." He paused to think. 

"I'm writing it down." Glenn told him, not noticing the cheeky smile 
on Ryan ' s face . 

Ryan played with this. "Oh, no, no, I can wait." 

Then Glenn finished, looking up expectantly. Ryan carried on, "Fred, 
Freida and the twins Tara and Becky." 

Glenn finished. "Oh, and your name?" 

Ryan let it slide, "Rufus." 

Glenn finished and told him, matter-of-fact ly, "It's just for the 
celebration at midnight. Having a dance." 

Glenn walked off as Ryan eavesdropped, his ears pricking up. 

Glenn had entered Alan's office, giving him the paper. 

"Everything sorted." 

"The adults?" Alan creaked. 

"Accounted for. Erin said that the man found the servants and he got 
locked in the fridge. The dog's in the kennel." 

"Excellent." Alan chuckled, as he then scraped his nail on the wall. 
"Soon, we will be more powerful than before. Ah yes, Eitzroy, we will 
have our sacrifice." 

Ryan's blood chilled as he heard that word. 

He needed to get out of there. But even as he ran, he literally 
bumped into Kendra Masterson in the front hallway. 

"Going somewhere?" she asked, her icy eyes glittering as he suddenly 
felt cold and stiff. 

**A/N: Thanks for enjoying this. And thank you to Mr. Marr for 



letting me borrow ideas.** 


**I really hope you enjoy this. I'm going to post one more chapter 
after this and then I'll have a break from writing. But after the 
next chapter, you can ask any questions you want, which I will answer 
before I come back in summer.** 

**I based the hotel off one I used to go to as a child. I remember a 
lovely long walk along a Maine beach.** 

**Alan Sackville was inspired by Mr Burns from _The Simpsons_, as 
well as some features from William Hartnell. And yes, this is as 
scary as it sounds.** 

**Tell me which one of the scary hotel staff is your favourite and 
what you think may be happening.** 

**0h, one more thing - Kendra will play a large part with Ryan in 
later chapters. This bit comes from a story I never quite managed to 
write. I was going to write a parody of _The Snow Queen_ with Yvonne, 
Ryan and Chloe, but it never got off the ground. That Hans Christian 
Anderson story was one of my favourites as a child. I'm not sure 
whether my story would have been magical, but it never seemed to 
form . * * 

**0h, anyone who knows what the Wild Hunt is or seen _Rare Exports: A 
Christmas Tale_ will probably understand the rest of the story. 
Terrifying Scandinavian stories. No wonder Roald Dahl's stories were 
frightening. This is probably what he grew up listening to. Let's 
just say Santa Claus wasn't always so jolly and red (of course, I 
knew about St. Nicholas as a child, but this is far 
different ) . * * 


4 . Chapter 4 
A Troubling Dilemma 

When the kids woke up, they found their heads aching like anything. 
Last thing they knew, they'd been eating their dinner. Now, they were 
on tables, their arms and legs stretched out in a cross 
position . 

Carmen looked up and saw a stone altar in front of her, a shining 
white light over it. Frantic, she looked round and saw they were in a 
cave with a low roof. On the other side of the cave, stone steps 
seemed to lead upwards . 

She screamed, kicking out. 

But Kazima snapped, "No-one can hear you!" 

The little children were whimpering and Floss burst into tears. Tyler 
and Bailey were doing their best to tug at the ropes. Tee and Jody 
just lay there, expectantly. 

Kazima shouted, "Quiet!" then she turned her head as she explained. 
"They'll have to untie us at some point. Then we can figure out how 
to get out of here. It'll be fine." 



Then Jody asked, "Wait a€" where's Ryan?" 

"And Mike and May-Li . " Mo asked. 

But then slow, haunting organ music began and people descended the 
steps. They wore cloaks with hoods and had their hands folded as they 
slowly walked round the stone altar. Loud drumbeats. Then they all 
raised their heads. 

The children's hearts thudded as they stared in a mixture of fear, 
anticipation and determination. 

Then one of the cloaked figures spoke. 

"Begin the ritual." He pulled his hood back and they saw Alan 
Sackville. The other six people pulled their hoods down and folded 
their arms. 

Alan looked right at the children. "I am here to welcome you into our 
way of life. Soon, you will not be human any more. You will be part 
of our group. We are a special and ancient group, children; one that 
has haunted and terrified many across so many centuries. True, we 
spent most of our history in the Scandinavia regions, but now we find 
this hotel to be a satisfactory venture." 

Then Alan moved down from the altar to the children and walked by 
them . 

"I am much older than any of you think. I was originally named the 
Joulupukki and rode around in a sled. Over time, my followers 
lingered to few and far between. But now, my brave friends help me to 
find whom I want. 

"Oddly enough, these powers only seem to stay with the person that 
they are given to under one circumstance . That they remain a 
virgin . " 

Then he eyed the children carefully, his hands perched together, 
almost bird-like. Then he pointed at Bailey. 

"That one first." 

Everyone protested, as Bailey struggled more. Two figures came out 
from the darkness of the cave. The two cleaners. They held Bailey up 
from the table and carried him as he kicked and screamed, to the 
altar . 

Then, as chains were fixed on Bailey's arms and legs, Alan looked out 
to the worried children. "You need not be alarmed. For one of you is 
already fixed. Kendra, if you could be so kind?" 

Kendra pulled her cloak off and walked out of another exit. When she 
came back, she had a long, purple cloak with a fur trim. One hand was 
underneath it. When she pulled it back, the children gasped. 

Ryan was there, his nose bright red and shivering as Kendra's hand 
clutched his shoulder. He was wearing a light blue uniform and had on 
fur-lined boots. He was shivering uncontrollably. As Kendra looked 
down, she seemed to be smiling almost kindly. 



Alan explained, "You do not need to worry. Kendra thought your friend 
would be perfect. He is neither living nor dead. As you will 

be. " 

Then he looked over Bailey and nodded at the other staff. The music 
started up again as Bailey shrieked. 

Jane held a small, bronze dagger with a red hilt, some feet above 
Bailey's heart. Alan began reciting. 

"Jane Trent, do you accept any responsibility for this boy?" 

"I accept, Alan." 

Alan then spoke in a deep, loud voice as he held his hand over 
Bailey's frantically beating heart. 

He spoke his words in Finnish. "By wind, this child will become hers. 
She will give her powers to him and she will guide him to be one of 


He then roared out loud, as Jane's hands held firm and Bailey was 
about to weep, "Detta barn kommer att vAnlkomnas i naturen 
jakten ! " 

The dagger flew down. 

Then Bailey was still. 

The children yelled and struggled, but Alan peered over him. 

"Miss Trent, what went wrong?" he asked her. Jane groaned. 

"You didn't say his name." 

"I see." Alan looked up at her. "Wait! The child's heart still 
beats ! " 

Everyone, children and staff, stayed quiet in a terrifying silence. 
Alan carried on. "His soul has left, but his heart still beats. You 
know what this means. Bring him to the chamber!" 

The two cleaners picked Bailey's limp body up and ran into an alcove, 
hidden away from everywhere. 

Alan went behind the walls and then there was a scary, deep red 
light. Crackling, like flames. Then the smell of smoke. Ash blew out 
from the alcove, smothering the floor. 

Then, to their surprise, Bailey walked out from behind the 
wall . 

"Bailey? Are you all right?" Tyler dared ask. 

Bailey rose his head and looked at them. "I am better than I have 
ever been, child." 

Alan's voice . 


Alan smiled. "We cannot leave the hotel in daylight. But we can when 



we use their bodies. Your friend's soul has left, but I can leave 
this place without fear of consequences . " He grinned eagerly. "I feel 
so alive! This boy is springy and bouncy. I venture he plays sport. I 
can walk on the ceiling!" 

"You can't walk on the ceiling as the boy." Glenn interrupted, while 
Pip was clapping and laughing. 

He remarked, "Alan's now a bro ! " 

Then Alan instructed, "Take another child next. State their name when 
you have used them." 

Then he looked back at the children. "This is important. If you want 
to control fire, you can be burnt at the stake, in a wicker man or in 
a brazen bull, depending on what type of fire. It all depends on what 
you wish to do . " 

Leah carried on. "If you require to be an apprentice to those you sat 
with at dinner, we would be happy to take you. However, you can 
choose whatever you want." 

Kendra held out a thin, bony finger and gestured to a parchment by 
the altar. 

_Wind, Water, Fire, Earth, Lightning, Ice, Storm. _ 

_Plants, Animals, Birds, Weather, Machines, Crystal, Heart, Sound, 
Poison, Lava, Sun, Moon, Electricity, Light, Darkness, Death_. 

She carried on. 

"We state your name and place you in the chosen room. We will perform 
the spell and then leave your body in the frozen room, where it will 
never rot. If any part of it goes wrong, you will still be able to go 
back to your bodies." 

She then held Ryan close as she told them, "I am happy for my 
apprentice. He is such a kind boy." 

Ryan shivered as he muttered, "I am. My Lady." 

Then Alan looked along the line. "Glenn, your turn to choose." 

Glenn looked over them before he said, "Tammy." 

The children froze, thinking, their minds trying to work out what he 
wanted. Then the cleaners untied Tee from her table and dragged her 
to the altar. 

Tyler was going to interrupt, but Jody hissed to him, "If they don't 
say our real names, there's a chance we could come back to our 
bodies . " 

Tyler asked, "How did you work that out?" 

Kazima butted in. "She's right. If they don't say the right name or 
do the spell properly, we could go back to our bodies." 

Tyler looked over at Alan, who was standing tall and firm as Bailey. 



"Does that mean we could save Bailey?" 

But before the girls could answer. Tee shrieked. 

Glenn was holding a vial by her, as the two cleaners gripped her 
hands . 

Glenn was soothing, "Don't worry Tammy, you can choose the type of 
animal. Just select a habitat." 

"Let me go!" Tee was screaming. But then Glenn told her, scowling, 
"You _will_ choose!" 

His eyes shone a deeper green, the cave seemed to rumble and a small 
green light hovered round him. 

The children just waited, nervous, as Tee was force-fed the 
vial . 

May-Li woke up on the edge of the cliff. She felt the soft grass 
beneath her and felt someone hold her hand. 

She looked up and saw a miserable-looking girl in dark clothes. 

"You can say what you want, " the girl told her, in a soft, soothing 
voice, "they cannot hear a word we say." 

May-Li sat up, curious. "What's going on?" 

The girl told her, "My name is Jennifer Padmore. We were lured here 
in December 2007. We were all sacrificed on the altar. We were given 
powers when we became this state." 

She gestured to four other children standing on the stone steps 
leading from the wire fence. 

"Each of us was granted a different power. Grace can control wind. 
Garret can spread disease or cure disease, Freddy can control 
machines and Elinor listens to birds. As for me? I can use 
sound . " 

May-Li asked, "Where are everybody else?" 

Jennifer glumly replied, "The children, it is not too late for them. 
The man is frozen, but can be saved. Do not worry, pretty woman. The 
children will be fine." 

**A/N: OK, this will be it for some time, so I hope you have enjoyed 
it thus far. If you have any questions concerning the story or any 
other work I have produced, don't hesitate to ask. All questions will 
be answered in the summer.** 

**I will be working hard for the next few months, so I am afraid I 
won't be able to update, but until then, enjoy yourselves. I am give 
an exact date, but it will definitely be updated by 4th July.** 

**If you would like to guess what may happen next, maybe I could 
insert it in. Any ideas will be accepted and if you have a personal 
favourite among my original characters in this story, I would love to 
hear your feedback.** 



**Bye for now,** 
**breather89** 


5 . Chapter 5 
Power 

It had seemed like forever since they had been sacrificed. 

But, as Tee looked out of the window out to the sea, she wondered how 
much more she could stand this. 

As she stroked Mischief's fur, she told him, "Sorry, boy. Raining 
tonight . " 

"It's all right," he answered back, "not your fault." 

Tee did like her new power. After taking one vial, she could talk to 
all animals that were found in Europe. Sometimes she asked seagulls 
and squirrels to steal food for her. Just for some connection to her 
other life. 

The others all got variations. 

Alan had put his hands on Floss before giving her the power of fire. 
Alan was a master of fire. His eyes burned fierce and he stank of 
smoke . 

But now. Floss could breathe like a dragon. 

Ryan was still little more than a snowman, following Kendra like a 
puppy. It kind of scared Tee. 

Kazima now had Water, spending her days walking in the pool. The 
water seemed to have no effect on her. 

Finn was given Moon, which meant he could only go out at night. He 
had secluded himself like a vampire, never coming out. When he did, 
he had started to grow fur on the palms of his hands and had shaggy 
hair and sharp teeth. 

Sasha was the opposite; she had Sun. Her hair was now a vivid blonde 
and her eyes were hazel with red flicks, like Pancras. 

Harry had Electricity. 

Carmen had Marisa's power a€" storm. She had been squealing 
throughout the entire sacrifice, screaming and kicking and trying to 
get away. She had been flailing her arms and legs as Glenn held her, 
so Marisa just groaned and snapped, "Give her mine!" 

So after striking Carmen with lightning, the girl could go outside 
when she was furious and have small purple-grey clouds appear above 
her . 


Tyler had Earth. This unfortunately meant that Sebastian and Lindsay 
were pushing him around and tripping him up with ivy, but according 



to Erin, that was normal. 


Mo had Crystal. Unfortunately, this hardly affected him at all, since 
all he did frankly was make patterns in the water. Still, he enjoyed 
himself to a degree, when the servants weren't literally pushing him 
into the wall and mocking him. 

Toni and Billie had Weather. They liked it at first, spending time in 
the children's soft play area, hiding away from everybody else, 
conjuring up little clouds and changing the temperature. But 
eventually they got worn out and cried. Which caused hail. 

Tee seemed to be the only older child who liked their new powers. 
True, she was stuck here and had no idea how to escape, but she could 
speak to Mischief and he was a good person (or was it dog) to talk 
to . 

"It's actually rather nice being able to talk to the kids," he said, 
leaning on cushions by the windowsill, "though I struggle to remember 
everyone's names." 

Tee stroked his fur and told him, "We'll get out of here somehow. I 
think Mike got away. Erin said she left him in the fridge and he 
wasn't there when she got back." 

The younger servants had disappeared as well. Maybe Mike and May-Li 
had taken them out. 

She just hoped more than anything that they hadn't abandoned 
her . 

Then she asked Mischief, "Could you just go into the main hall for 
me?" 


"Why?" he asked, his ears pricking up. 

She knelt down and ruffled his fur around his neck. 

"Well, I need you to do something for me." 

Soon, Mischief had gone into the main hall. Alan was having afternoon 
tea, his yellowish nails tapping the sides of the china cups as Eloss 
boiled a kettle by holding it. 

Pip was lying on the couch, his hair flopping all over the place. 
Marisa was standing by the window, arms tightly folded, her back to 
them, as the rain pattered against the frame. 

"Just saying, Alan," Pip was stating, "them kids are a mopey bunch. 
All my two do are cry or refuse to let me near them. The boy's all 
worked up and when he does that, the lightbulbs shatter. It's worse 
than when I was a kid, come to think of it." 

Mischief strolled by the couch and Pip's hand began caressing him as 
he carried on. 

"And the girl's no better. You think being blonde would stop her hair 
looking like a ragamuffin, but no, she just has to go and ruin it. 
You'd think having all the powers of the sun would make her feel ace, 
but she..." he threw his hands up in despair, "the little dude and 



dudet won't chill." 


Alan didn't even look up from the newspaper he was handling, using 
tiny golden pliers to turn each page. The pages were almost as yellow 
and wrinkled as him. 

"Pip," he began, slowly as always, "they will get used to it. They 
always do . " 

He sighed and leaned back, which not only caused both Alan and the 
couch to make a lot of unpleasant noises, but also took several 
seconds . 

Then he asked, "Could we please have some biscuits?" 

Floss went to the table by the bookshelf and brought it over. 

"Pink wafer, chocolate digestive or bakewell tart, you great big 
meanie?" she asked, causing Alan to glare at her from behind the 
glasses perched on the end of his nose. 

"Young lady, I would be careful if I were you, " he sneered, sounding 
very terrifying, "don't children have any manners these 
days ? " 

Marisa groaned as she walked back from the window, almost swinging 
side to side as she did so, arms still folded. 

"I just want to ride over the clouds again. It'll be good now I've 
got three girls to take out." 

Alan complained, halfway through eating a chocolate biscuit and 
spraying crumbs all over the table, carpet and Mischief's fur, 

"Marisa, last time you went out, you uprooted half of southeast 
Britain, making the horses run at 134 mph and caused flooding." 

"I haven't been out in thirty years!" she moaned, stamping her foot 
like a child. 

"Twenty-nine." Pip corrected, causing her to glare an icy stare at 
him as the thunder rumbled overheard. 

But Mischief took his chance . Whimpering, he walked round Marisa, 
making sure his tail tickled her legs. 

"Oh, doggie wants to go for a ride." She smiled, leaning down to 
stroke him and leaving little wet drops all over his snout. 

"What do you say, boy?" she asked. 

Mischief barked, when actually he was calling Marisa a rude 
word . 

"That settles it. The dog wants to come out with us." Marisa tickled 
Mischief as Alan mumbled to himself and the chocolate began to melt 
on the biscuit he was holding. 

**A/N: OK, this is just a short chapter, since I was a bit under the 
weather this weekend and found I had time off from work to do some. 
Anybody guess what will happen?** 



**0h, I will gladly appreciate any ideas.** 

**I will soon explain what happened to Mike and May-Li.** 

End 
f ile . 



